
CHRISTMAS DKCORAT1UK.
"HOW DORS IT LOOK?"

'Neath the frosty sky sounds, sweet and clear,
The joyous music of Christmas bells,

Onward borne by tbe breeze more near,
Blest is the tale their melody tells I

Nature Ij wrapped In ber shroud of white,
Cold without is the evening airj

Sec Ironi yon windows there shines a light,
Heppincss, warmth, within are there.

Lustrous holly and mistletoe glisten
In pay festoons from the dark oak wall,

Sweet young voices with laughter, listen,
Wake the echoes of Elinsley Hall.

Ivy and laurel fitfully gleam,
Daintily placed by a fair young baud,

Lit by tbe flame with Its ruby beam,
Closely with critical eye now scanued.

How does it look ? is it decked aright?
Is jou garland there as it ought to be?

Then holly glows bright in the glad fire-ligh- t,

Tbe wunth.-- i of laurel are fair to sea:
The circlets of ivy gracefully twine
Round the mirror, like cloud-wreat- h round a

star.
The mistletoe berries as silver shine-Th- ere

is something else that is fairer fur.
'How does it look T 'T,s a sweet young face;

Eyes that are gentle, so soft, so pure;
Full of each tender, maidenly grace,

Lit with a look, thongb cay, demure 1

A luce that shines forth like an April day,
Wheie a slh and a smile together vie:

The smile is victor, and yet one may
Know that beneath there links the sigh.

"How does it look ?"' Long leagues away
Some one sits in the evening gloom

Jlusiog alone; his fancies stray
To oue niuch-lovc- d face, to a well-know- room.

"How does it look V that smooth young brow,
Those soft blue eyes which the teardrops dim:

Boos the uot think of t!ie wuuderer now ?

Are not her thoughts away with him?
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!hri.s,tinas once again has come,
Bringing with him, frolic, mirth;

Taking back the wanderer home,
Scattering joy throughout the emth.

Metry faces, eay with laughter,
Follow in his Jocund train;

"Christmas comes !" Let roof and rafter
Echo back the cry azain !

Hail the monarch thus 'tis right
w;k a crown of holly bright;
Place upon his boary brow
Silver beads of mistletoe 1

Children, put the task-boo- k by,
Let us hold high revelry !

"Hither come with mirth and glee,"
Christinas calls, "around my tree !'"

Quick they come a joyous band,
Childish faces, smiling bright:

Round the Christmas tree they stand,
Dazzled by its glittering light;

Sisters, brother, cousins, there-Somet- hing

waits them every one,
For to all is Christmas fair;

He denies his gifts to none.
Gaily shines the light around
From the branches to the ground;
On the dark-gree- n foliage beam.
With its merry laughing gleams,
Lighting up, with joyous glow,
Presents swinging to and fro:
"See my gifts I" says Christmas, "see
How they dance upon my tree !''
Hear their gentle shouts of joy,

As they throng the tree beside;
Arthur, Edward, Lily, Floy,

All have gone for Christmas tide-- All

to grandpapa's have gone.
Auntie gives them each a prize,

Something good for every one,
Listen to their merry cries !

Christmas, as through lile they go.
Will it thus be always so?
Will there be for every oue
Piizes rich, and blanks for uouc,
lu life's lottery as in thine,
Upon which the tapers shine ?

Christinas, tell me, will ft be
Then, us now, upon thy tree ?
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It was the second or third day of December
when the postman, alter a long period of total
abstinent e from double knocking at our door,
fell away into moderation, nud left us a couple
of letter!1.

We were living alone together, my brother's
widow and I, oud our interests, and conse-
quently our correspondents, were uot numerous.
She was my senior by no matter bow many
years, but quiie enojgh to render the arrange-
ment a perfectly proper one, even according to
the most severe conventional code, although I
was uumarried, and still called a girl by verbally
well-dir-pos- lriends.

My biother had been dead about eighteen
mouths. He had died worn out, broken down,
used up these are several phrases descriptive
of the same thine. In plain English, he had
"gone to his death" in the columns of a daily
paper gone to it as unflinchingly, as theroic-ally- ,

as cheerfully as any one of that gallant
baud who made tbe

charge at Balaclava. But he belonged
to a noble aray of martyrs whoso deeds do not
get recorded by lauteates; so when he fell down
in lighting the hard fight of the daily press, the
ranks closed, and nobody missed him nobody,
at least, save his wife and his sister. Very few
people seem to be missed when they fall out of
their places, however it may be in reality.

It is a fact, and therefore, iu the lace of all
precedent, I will state it, but there had never
existed a grain of anything save the kindliest
feeling between my sivter-in-la- aud myself.
She bad never feared "my interference." I
had never accused her even in my heart of
attempting to alienate Guy's affections from me.
The result of this abnegation of the time-honore- d

rights oi sisters-in-la- was, that while
Guy lived we all carried on the war merrily aud
happily; aud when Guy died, we decided that it
would be very hard for the two who were left
to part. She was alone In the woild, and I was
virtually, though not nominally, alone too.
Theie was an uncle of my mother's alive,
to be sure; but he w;i liVe my lather's
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crest to me, merely a badge ot respecta-
bility nothing more, to be mentioned
in a modulated voice even to myself a
baronet Sir, Guy l'omfret. My mother had
felt tbat she was taking almost a liberty in
naming ber only son after the mighty head 01"

her house. But she had oVjo it, and even dared
to apprize him of it which act of fealty Sir Guy
rewarded by sending my biother n little moroceo
bos containing a small embossed silver mug
"poblef he called it in his letter; bufas it was
not capable of containing balfa-pi- nt of any-
thing, we declined using the the more preten-
tious appellation in familiar converse, and it
came to be kno-v- n in the household as "Guy's
mug."

Of course we were sitting at our breakfast
table when these two letters arrived. Every
body is sitting at breaklast when letters arrive,
In fiction. We were discussing our probable
chances of passing a remarkably dreary Christ-
mas, when the girl who served us in our un-
comfortable lodgings came In with our letters,
which we seized with the eagerness people who
have not received a written word for weeks only
can feel.

Mine was the shorter, and so was read the
sooner ot the two; but, short as it was, it was
very staggering. It was dated from "The
Towers, shire," and was to the folio vlug
effect:

"My Dear Miss Dunbar (I was the dear Miss
Dunbar): My father and I was speakitur yes-erd-

of a regret we olten feel, that we did not
see more of jour dear mother while she was
alive. This nnsfortunee is, however, not
to be remedied now- "- ("hardly," I
t bought) "but we at least may know
each other. We expect a few friends down a',
Christinas; you must come to us then, as we
very much wish to make your acquaintance.
Come down on the 23d, if you can conveniently,
by theH A.M. tiain; you will be met at the
Play ford Mution. We were axtremely sorry to
hear of your brother's death. I send this under
cover to his lawyer, who Is most liKely in posses-
sion of your address.

"My father desires his kind regards, and joins
with me in hoping that we shall Boon see you.

"In the meantime, believe me to be your
affectionate con-tin- , Rachael Pomfret."

The reader will agree with me that this letter
from my "affectionate cousin. Rachael Pomfret,"
anuttei stranger even by name to me, must have
been very staggering. It was some minutes be-fo- ie

I could realize that it was not a bit of an
absnrb dream. But by the time my sister hal
read her letter I had accepted mine as a lact,
and knew that I was broad awake.

"Helen," I began, as she put her letter back
into its envelope, "here's an invitation to the
Towers."

"And who are the Towers?" Helen nsknd.
We were such strangers to ray mother's kin,
that my brother had scarcely even numcd them
to bis wife.

"It's the Pomfrets," I replied, and then I gave
her the letter.

"Oh, Guy's mug," she said, half smiling, as
she stretched out her hand for ber. Then she
read it quickly, and smd, "WelL dear you'll
go ?"

I had watched her as she read, and I had
marked the Hush that spread over her sweet,
serious face, as she came to the careless, cold
mention of the death of the one who had been
everything to her.

"J ou will go ?" she repeated, as she gave it
back to me. "It may be such a good thing for
you, Georgie. Youw illpo?"

Now I was young, and I sierhed for a chance
from the dull routine of the life I had led tor
what seemed so long a time. This promised to
be such a pleasant change. My ideas of coun-
try bouse Christmas festivities were gained from
"Pickwick." I pictured the Towers as a sort of
revised and improved "Manor Farm.' Sir Gu
already loomed before me a sligtitly refined
old Wardle; and in the writer of the note I
have transcribed I half hopod to find a "'maiden
aunt," amenaile to the advances of some
unknown Tracy Tupraan. The prospect
was a very seductive one to me; buc
that cold mention of my brother, to-
gether with no meutiou at all being made of his
wile, weighed the balance against going dow n
very heavily. So 1 shook my head with a erent
air of determination, and said, "No, I shouldn't
tbinkofit."

Helen rested her elbow on the table, and put
her cheek on her baud, and looked at me in-
quiringly. I leturued her steadv craze, nartlv

i because I wanted her to see that I meant what
I said, aud partly because she was so pleasant to
look at.

She was such a pretty woman, this widow
f my brother-su- ch a gentle, Madonna-face- d

woman with her small, egg-shap- face, her
deep blue eyes, and her snimng, smooth
dark-brow- n hair. She had a sweet voice,
and a sweet smile, too a smile that crept
over her lips, not like a ray of sunlleht, but
like a pure moonbeam. Yet it was not a cold
or unmeaning smile at all; on thecontrary.it
said more than any other smile I haveeverseen.
She trailed now when my steady gaze began tornluv o litll. n A n;i.. u - .i.i..ii. u .lull-- , i,,u IUK riiuui lips HUIU SO SWeeily
and well, "You will er?"lhat I answered the
muie appeal by saying:

"Do you really flunk I had better, Helen ?"
She nodded, aud laughed.
"Ves, really, lor several reasons; one Is, thatyou are too young and too pretty to drift aboutthe world by yourself, and when once the Pom-Iret- s

see you, they will awake to that fact; for
you're like my (iuy, Geoigie, you get. liked
directly."

"Well, that's one reason a very flattering
way jou have worded it, ton; but that's not
enoncrb; ou taid there were several; give me
another.".

"Here Is another," sho said, giving me her
letter, aud petting up Jvom the table as she
spoke. "I haven't consulted you, Georgie dear,
because it's no us.- - consulting any one about a
step that vou let I sure vou'll have to take what-
ever may be said against it." Sho walked away
to the window as she finished speakinir, and
stood there looking out, while I read a rathirlong letter from a lady in Hertfordshire, who,
after making out a portentous iUt of require-
ments, agreed to accept Mrs Dunbar's services
as a resident governess, if sho (Helen) could
conscientiously declare that she came up iothem (the requirements).

"Why have you done this?" I aked, hastily
getting up and goine over to her.

"Because I was obliaed to do it, Georgie,'' she
answered, without turnlne her head; "aud I
feared that you would be obliged to follow my
example. Poor Guy ! how miserable h? would
have oeen if he had ever thought that was
belore his pet sister." She put her hand londly
on my arm then, aud 1 saw there were taati inher e.ves.

"0 Nellie! he'd have been ten times more
miserable to think it was before you," I said,
kissing her; and then she told me more about
our circumstances, and I reulized that this move
of hers, miserable as it was to contemplate, wus
also necessary.

"I will set about ectting a eituation, too, at
once," 1 suid firmly.

"No you will not," she reolied; "not till you
return from your visit to the Towers. I am not
going to this Mrs. Weston till the holidays are
over, so I shall be here to help you when you
come back from the Pomfrets; go there you
shall, I'm determined ; you ought to know
them."

So it was settled that I shouli go to my relit
tlons, and then such an ignominious dilficultr
arose I had been in mourning so long thatmy colored dresses were all hopelessly, unal-
terably and my black was'meagre
and shabby. Even Helen shook her head over
this obstacle. But at last she said

You must go, aud you must look nice,
Georpie; will you agree to leave it all to mo,
and to ask no questions ?"

I began protesting, but she stopped me by
saying

"Oi course you will; why did I ask vou. whenjou have always been the best till in" the worldto me? Before we tro any tun her, though,what is it vou niic-- l uut V

I modestly mentioned at least a dozen article".
Amcngst others a hat. I could not go into thecountry without a hat.

Helen wrs (ottintr thing? down in her note-lan-

"A hat naturally the travelling dress
f i all be one of your strong points, Georgie, be-
cause of first impressions, vou know. No
leave ft all to me, and when jou come baik jo i
thall help to get me ready for Mrs. Weston."

I was viry much puzzled a tew hours after
t his by seeing Helen get out of a cab at th
loor, and wait while the servant plunged half

of her person into the vehicle several times,
emeiging after each plunge with a parcel. I
knew that Mrs. Guy bad a horror ot debf. I
also knew that Mrs, (Juy had very little soirmoney. But I had been told to ask ao ques-
tions, so I examined the contents of the parcels
in grateful and admiring silence.

by the 23d my wardrobe was quite readv.
True, it was not extensive, but in my eyes it was
very perfect. Helen's tasie was foo'triie for oue
thing to fight with another, whatever thescale. There was not bine to find fault with in
i be grey travelling diess and jacket braided with
Mack, and the small black hat with a ptarmi-
gan's wing in it, in w nich I went down to Play-ior- d.

"Mind you make a good impression on
them,'' Mrs. (Juy said, when she kissed me atparting; and 1 coloiedall over my face in my
girlish vaLity, and tell that it was notlinpos-ibl-
that I niihtdoo. I know I thiuk plenty of
chesnut hair and gTey eves pretty on other
people, and my poor mother ued to say tbat
had the "real Dunbar figure,'' which was con-
sidered wouderiully willowy and srood, but noil"of the fair Dunbais not even dear win, who
was so line me-h- ad my teinblv black 'lathes
and eyebrows.

Mrs. I'omlret had told me when Oie train
leached Play fold, nnd I had forgotten to 1 )ok
at a railwav bill, and there un mwimkcarriage with whom 1 dared to enter iuto con-
versation. My fellow-traveller- s all looked "good
style," but they did not look "good natured."'
aiay i i wrorg one oi tneni Dy saving tun.

The exception was a fine, fair, distinguished
looking young man one scarcely saw that he
wa handsome at first of about e.out or nine.
and-twent- y. He had jumped into the carriage
immediately alter me. and Le now sat iimt
opposite to me, with au opossum rug ovar his
mmB, aim uo liisc uumuer ot t uncn. .in hit
hand. When he had looked through ihnt. Ma
lolded his aims and looked through lue window.
ano i saw mat uis pronie nnu expression wero
both fine and high-bre- d. "Some young lord of
the manor going down to spend his Chri3tmas
at his ancestral hahs," I thought, romantically.
And I went on to wonder if he would not be
rather desolaie in thoe Lalls If he were not
married, atid to speculate as to whether he was
a neiehbor ot Sir Guv Poniijefs or not.

My speculations on ihe poiut deepened in In-
terest, when about 4 o'clock c ran into thev lajiorci station, and he got out and looked up
and cown the plaitorm. Aservaut in livery
run up at once, touching his hat, and respect-iui;- y

smiling a welcome. "Here vou are. ir,''
be said. "Master has sent the stanhope, think-lu- g

vou'd like to drive the D n at once."
"That's right, Green," my handsome fellow-travell- er

answered, m one of those stronr.
sonorous voices that seem to tell ot the power
within. "Are they all well at home?" he added;
and the man replied

"Yes, sir; thank you, sir; all well."
I had been standing looking on and hten!ng

all this time (it was only a minute or two, but
it seemed a long time to me, since no one came
forward to make me welcome); but at this
point I was recalled to a sense ot my position by
a porter coming up and asking

"Do you want your b x carried anywhere,
miss?"

"I think It will be sent for," I stammered out
hastily. Ihen as the gentleman and his sev-vai- .t

walked away, I ad.ied, "I am going to the
Towers Sir Guy Pointret's."

"This way, then, mis-,- " tbe man replied,
shouldering my box; and I followed bun down

.the station out into ttie yard, where a tiny
wagonette and a New Forest pony were drawn
up. A groom in stable dress stood by the
pony's head, and as I came up he if I
was Miss Dunbar.

On my replying tbat I was, ho said, "Miss
Pomfret had sent her ovvn pony for me, and
would 1 like to drive ?"

"No, thank you," I answered; "nnd then I
g( tin, and the groom took the rein and the
driviugseat, aud we made our way out of the
yard.

Out of the quiet station-yar- aud into the
midst of a brilliantly animated tceue. In the
middle of the broad country road, well kept
and amber-hue- d as that of a park, a stanhope,
between the shafts of which was a magnificently
made dark-brow- n horse, was pulled up. The
driver my distinguished-lookin- g fellow-travellerw-

in the act of taking oif his h it t3 a
young lady who was just checking a pair ot
ponies abreast of him.

A lovely young lady, with a wild bluah-ros- e

complexion, aud masses of fair hair billowing
out lrom beneath her small cavalier hat. As
she sat a little bark, drawing up liej

little steed', 1 thought tint I had
never seen any .hue so glittering and pretty iu
my lite. Her flashing bli.e eyes, her fuie
dimpliuor with smiles, the perfect euse with
w hich she held the iein3 and iestrained the
h'eiv little creatures that were diawiug her
shell-lik- e phieton, the sheen of the black velvet
and the sou erey tone about the grebe in wii cli
she was clothed u1.! Kr.de vp a picture t ha. it
is impossible to forget, as it was fair to look
upon.

Broad as the road was, there was scarcely
roi ni for the wagonette to pass the two oti.er
carriages, and the laly I have described did
not turn her eyes iu our direction, sjo we drew
up and waited.

"What do you think of gran lpajui's last pre-
sent ?:' the lady was uyiugr ur we eaoie out. "1
wanted mm to wan lor jou to choose the ponies
bur he would not," '

"They are handsome enough," the p;?utlemau
replied. "You all look very well together.
'Behold the chariot of the Fairy Q.ieen,' was
the quotation that rose to my lip's when I first
caught s.ght ol jou."

"How libs ra you nre, Guy!" she repl'ed.
("Guy ! What a thoroughly county name Gay
must be," I thought.) "How absurd you are,
Guy; uow eive me room to pass, aud let uie net
on, or I shall have such a little drive
consequence ol ray k in meeting you."

She looked through her long lashes with a
hall-demu- smile. No man could

have imagined for oue instant that she meant
seriously that she considered that meeting a
piece ot But he looked grave at once,
and made more room for her to pass, as if tberj
had not been plentv oi room already.

She gave her tones a sharp tlicK.'and as they
spiang forward she called out

"Good-b- y till dinner," and the picture was
broken up.

1 felt so sorry for it so very sorry that those
two handsome yountr people bad vauisued
before I knew anything about them. As we
liove slowly alonz for Miss Pomfret's pony
was very fat, and by no moans fast I made
up little stories, of w hich the Fau v Queen and
the one who had bestowed the title upon hrwere ihe hero and heroine. "We shall meet at
dinner,'' she had said. I saw it all. She was
he "lady of the land,' and had an entertain-

ment tbat niaht, to vth'ch ho with the long
ellow moustache and blue eyes had couo ex

pressly from town. 1 thiuk at this juncture 1

looked down distastefully at my plain grey dre-- s

trimmed with black braid. The beauty of black
velvet aud lustrous grebe was very much before
me. Ere the feeling became dissatisfaction we
reached tbe Towers, aud drove up between tall
iron gates through a paved court-yard- , boidered
with grand old ouks and cedars, to the eutrauce,
door ol the Pomirets' family mausion.

1 saw at once that it was not a bit like the
"Manor Farm" in "Pick nick." Whai it was like
I shall attempt to tell you.

It w as a very wide house of red br'ck, with
that time-honoie- d tint on it that only houses
that have centuries lull of traditions hunaiDg
over them can hope to have. There was a oeep
fosse iu front ol the liou-e- . and tnis was fi led in
witn luxuriantly grown laurels aud oilier ever-
greens, whose britrhtly polished leaves broke
the straight line of the bottoms of all the lower
windows. Toiberit-h- t oi her laree iron gates
eae access to a broad lawn encircled with
bight r shrubs. To the lull a wide l i?htofsiep
li d a ay to tte gardens. Tuo 3 tablet and other
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offices were In the rear of the house, between It
and a bill that was crowned with a couple of
ruined tower, the trasments of what bad been
the abode ot the family when the Norman kinrr
pave the estate to the first Pom tret, the founder
ottleiace. There was an Ameihaa garden,
and a lake, and the loveliest win limr, tumbling,
turbulent stream meandering t'irough tbe
pionnds that was ever seen. But all these
things I knew afterwards. All I could see now

a that the house was Matelv lookln- -, but
fi.llof brisrht life apparently; for from every
w indow there streamed a flood of light, and
voices full of warm, hearty tones were borne
out into the coldness ot the December air.

It whs ail so much more gr.tnd than I ha4 ex-
pected, that I lelt ttrribly nei vous about walking
m through that ponderous door, and facing the
Pom'rcts alone. But it had to lie done; so I did
it without a sign of the hesitation I lelt. I know
now tbat the entrance-ba- ll Is lurnidhed mor
like a banquetina-hall- , with its bullets and huee
tunkards of silver and gold (rather ditferent
tnese to poor tiny s ninir) its big leathern
couches and capacious chairs its grandly pan-nelle- d

oak walls, hiuur with shield-t- , and adorned
at regular Intervals wilh life-siz- e figures of men
in armor -- and its floor luxuriously earpetcd
with Persian rugs and tlner and bear and deer
skins. I know all this now as I know myself,
or better, perhaps; but It was all lost upon me
then, as I uovered somewhere in the rear ot th
big Swiss who acted as porter, who went on
and announced mo to some one. who forth-
with came out from a room and made me wel-
come.

This some One wa a kindlv-lnaVin- tr -- mail
slightly delormed lady, who caine up and ki?3cn
me, saiug:

"Good gracious! can you be Georgiua's
daughter? My dear child, you're as oil as she

aswhen I saw her last." Then she bustled
aoout a little, rang a bell, aud flnal'y seut me
to my room, under the care ot her o a u mailt.
Pei clva'.

Belore any of my fears and shortcoming
can be accepted by the reader at natural, itmust be lully understood that, though I was a
town-bre- girl, I had seen nothing of "society."
I had lived a Bohemian lite with mv brother
till he married, and after his marriage 1 had
lived in absolute quiet wilh his wife; so now I
had not a sinele precedent to no upon at the
low eis nothing but my womauly instinct,

and I feared tbat these mieht prove insufficient.
For example, I felt abject before Perclval, ns

she, after having had my box unwrapped by a
subordinate, proceeded to unpack it. I knew
what it contained, and knew what she would
thiuk ot what it contained, and wished I hadn't
come to the Towers, in a breath. Th.n I

wished she would speak to me; and
then I remembered that ;t was noi
her pnit to volunteer speech. And then
I looked in the cbeval glas, and my-
self reflected at full lenath, and wished, ask-ingl- y,

that I was not so much more substantiat-lookin- g

than that brilliant apparition in velvet
and grebe w ho had met the other brilliant appa-
rition at the station.

Tresently some tea in a preyish-whil- o cup and
some shavings of bread and butter were brought
to me a deep, fat arm-cha- ir having been pre-
viously wheeled round to thcJUre, and a table
placed beside it, by Perclval. Tuen that oppres-
sive person auntunced her intention of leaving
me lor an hour, till it was time to comeback
and dress for dinner, and I was left alon.

Alone at last 1 and how very small I felt, to
be sure, in thr.t lofty room, w hose, corners were
lost in shade tor all the wax candles that were
lavishly burning themselves away for my en-
lightenment on the maLtelpiece and dressinu-tabl- e.

What a mantelpiece it was, too! carved
Into a hundred quaiut conceits and flo.very
fancies, in such rich-lookin- g daik oak. As I sat
there, tired, and waini, and excited, I began to
make out stories fortbe many ladies ol'the tioue
of Pomlret who.must bave sat where I was sitting
uow, and warmed themselves iu other days.

Those other; days ah ! how the romance of
them grew upon and bewildered me us I sat lost
in the depths of the arm-chai- r, looking round
at the dressing-tabl- e, that was so different to
anything I had ever seen before out of Wardour
eireet. No muslin covered its big carved oak
legs no little delicate lauelful arrangements of
quilled ribbon and fluted lace ran round its
bolder. It stood uncovered in its dark, hard
beauty : for I know it to have possessed that lat-
ter attribute, uow that I am aware tbat Gibbons'
imatriuatiou and Land both worked upon it.
What a massive silver-frame- d old glass it was
that stood upou it! an unbecoming old glas,
too, I remember, for all its grandeur a glass
that made me look green when I stood before it,
and that threw my nose iu o a queer line that
feature never had from nature.

For I had to route mvseif from my deep,
dreamy faucies, and stand to be dressed before
that old glass at last. Perclval came back, and
I gathered my disordered mind together under
her auspices, and sat myself down before my
stately toilet-alta- r to be dressed tor my first
Cbiistmas evening in a country house.

I felt veiy much depiessed when, the
foundation of fine starched skirts and silk
slips laid, Perclval the terrlole. the oniv
maid I had ever had to wa.t upon me,
brought out my f.rizo dres a fleecy thing,
til cloudy white tulle and pulliness, that Helen
had taken special pains with. This had been
designed as a sort of erowuinc glory a thing inwhich to appear at some ureat count v bail a
robe in which to be seen by the "Prince Chaim-ing,- ''

who w as lo be seen ami conquered by me
timing my visit. Aud uow Peicival took it out
for me to go (low n to dinner in. I spoke at lust,
suggesting mildly that "there was uo company,
w as there ?"

"Only the company stajlntr in the house-ab- out

twenty," Percival replied, otaudiner before
me like a tespectable Fate, with the tuile dress
gathered up over her arm.

"Then I w ill wear black silk," I contrived to
say, firmly. So at last I jot dressed iu that,
with a great white gauze cloud over mo called u
scarf. At my hour was come, and I wen;
down as well as I could to the Pomirets'drawing-room- .

1 shall never forget the desire I had lo say,
"Please, don't P wheu the belore-meuiion-

goreeoiis Swiss threw open the drawing room
tioor, aud announced "Mies Dunbar." A shiver
possessed me from head to foot, and something
went wrong with a vein in the back of my head

and the walls wriggled-a- nd the tloorsurecd
and the ceiling came swoopitur down! aud 1

found m.yself erect after it all, ami shakiuc
bauds with an old gentleman, who was thin and
grey, and had a very hooked nose.

He was my great uncle, Sir Guy Pom-fre- t.

He did not say much to uie, but
what he did say was kiudly meaut an 1

kindly ex ressed. I found myself sittiim
down after a minute, looking up at biin
as he etocd before me, questioning me as to mv
iourney; and then I found myself answerine
him coherently euoueh. though a shy glance
which 1 had given to the leit nearly made my
brain reel again.

There were several people in the room, but I
was large, aud they stood in detached groups,
and so aid not strike the eye at once. At first
when I came )n I was only cons.icusof lmht
i nd size. But by the time I had sat down and
answered Sir Guj's questions, 1 was capable oi
dtstineruisbing forms. The little deformed lad
was doing the honors vivaciously I eathered,
aud then to my left were a couple that I started
fbr ard to look more fully at the Fairy Queen
and my huudsome fellow-travelle- r.

What a fairy queen she looked now, to be
suiel She absolutely glittered In her fair beauty
and her crystalline w nite silk. Sho was playing
with a big, wbite-teather- lan, snd a b uque
of Christmas roses, aud a sceut-boitl- and a
i! love that was halt on and halt off, as I looked
at her. And he stood opp site to ber, glancing
admiringly at all her coquettish efforts, amiliiitt
liult cynically the while a perfect type of the
tawnj-bearde- blue-eyed- , well-grow- n youne
Englishman, looking, in his severe black aud
narrow tape-lik- e tie, nut a bit like a mute or a
waiter title the cotuio writers), but thorough
bred as he was the result ot race and good
society.

He was broueht up to me soon, ami Intro-dute- d

by the spriphtly, deformed ladv (who
y. as, I found, tbe same Rachnel Pomfret who
hud wiitten to me) as "your cousin Georeie I
snail drop the 'Miss Dunbar' Guv Pom 'let."

Tl eu. a 1 bait lose (not quite kuoiiig wha'
to do, (etiiins nervously that I should commit

some solee'sm in mnnror whatever I didi, and
fll!7Djd ni bow- - M,s Pomfret added:

And now rome ocnoss and get known toanother couoiu, my deai ;" ami rvfore I knew
v,i '.V "Wn'iP. I was face to face with Uie
WnoVTo.110 hcId om 8 "Ifiider. white,
out im?iaU? mP' ,anrt la,l?hc'1 n(1

Wri"MrfeMfc,.,tarh'
I have no very distinct recollection of whatwent on before dinner or at dinner. I onlvknow I heard nivnvn num.. . .. j .- - c icyenieij severaltimes, and many people came and said kindthings to me for my "mother's sake." I eladlvgratefully acknowledged that it whs for h,.r

enke, solely and wholly, that I was a favored
In his emud old place. '

,
- ,

But after a time my mind seems to have ac-
cepted the situation, and cleared and steadied
itself, for all the later events of that eveuinir
aie well outlined in my memory. We had not
been back in the dra wine-roo- m lonir before Ida
came and sat down bv me, and shot oil some
biteht little sentences at me.

"to I nearly plajed tlio part of Jueeernaut'scar to yoH," she begay. "Aunt Rachael meant
you to be a surprise to us all, and kept your
coming a dead secret. I didn't in the least
know who it was in that horrid little car of hers."

The fairy Queen really looked, as she said it,as il it came lo her by rlelit divine to drive over
such mere mortals as inysMf. She was ivlmrback In a In w iii,n n.. . :.
and her dres sprang out on either side
in great rollimr waves of tlittering white.
Her golden Lair stood out in strr.mr relief,
like a plorv against t.'ie dark hackuMiind of the
velvet chair. Altogether she looked such a
dainty cteatuie that il seemed a litlJe tliinathat she should be regardless of tne lives of
oi hers.

"Y ou did see me then ?" I arked.
"Well, 1 saw vou w iihout seeliiir vou, If you

can understand that; I was taken up 'with show-
ing Guy my new ponits; ion inner shw him
belore, did you "'

"Whom?'
"Guy my cousin your cousin, too, Un't he?

Oh, no, vour second cousin, that's it."
"No. Ineer suw him bdore.'
"lie s my salvation at Christmas," tbe Monde

beauty said, with a litilo vuwu; "he gets up
charades. Po you like charades? And we
always have a ball or two while he is here."

"Is this his home, or youts ?"
"My home now his in time to come. I live

with giandpupa nud uunt Rachel; Guy is the
heir. ' She dropped her voice to a whiter as
she said this, then she rni?ed it asain suddenly,
to ask, "Do you like Christmas better in the
country than iu London ?"

"I have never spent a Christmas in the couu-tr- y

yet," I replied.
"Oh, you lucky girl !" she cried; "and I have

never spent one out of it; I d eve anything
except my ponies to eo to town aud see all
the burlesques; I don't care for the panto-
mimes; have you seen many ?"

"I told her 'yes;' while (iuy was alive I saw
all such things, now 1 was sick of them,"' I
added, passionately.

"Who was Guy ?" she a?ked soberly: and she
seemed very sorry when I told her he was my
brother.

But such a bright creature cannot be sorry
long for the troubles ot others. She was up
dancing away towards the piano, in answer to
somebody's request that sho would sing, before
the mist had cleared off my eyes which then.pntion of Guy had caused. When I could see
clearly asain, Guy Pomfret, my other cousin,
was standing talking to her while she fluttered
over some music, and seemed unable to make a
choice of a song.

Presently, however, she found one, or he
found it tor her. At any rate he placed it, and
kept his hand ready to turn the page while she
sang, and I got drawn up nearer to them by her
voice, and watched his lace as he watched tiers.

She had a rlngine, clear, flexible voice. 1 can
express what its sound was by naming a color
more clearly than In any other way it was a
blight blue; it was like a silver bell, as cold
and with as much feeling.

fhe was sinalni? a plaintive, passionate
ballad, aud she sang it correctly aud cleverly;
but I felt dissatisfied with the way in which she
warbled out those reproachful words:

"You should have, told me tbat before, Jamie,
You shoo a have told mo that helnrn lu.iri...
1 was glad when tiuy Pomfiet looked dissatis-

fied, too, and stopped her before she had tinisUed
it quite, by sayiug, "You never can do that,
mitiiwnne try something else."

She ftowncd for an instant, and then got up,
saying, "No, no, some one else, and theu I will
try to do justice to another of your favorites,
(iuy; it's not for waut ot desire to please you
tiiat I failed this time, sir," she added, in a low
voice, with a little laugh that was slightly
tinged with vexation.

1 did not hear what bis answer was, for at
that moment Miss Rachael spoke to me.

"Do you sing, my dear? will you oblige us?"
"I shall be very happy," I answered, and then

I felt horribly hot aud uncomfortable. My
voice was a low, rolling, tremulous contralto
what would it sound like alter that silver bull !

"Will you like to try some of mine, or will
you sing somtthuur of jour own!" Ida asked
ucod-i.aturcd- !y and then Mr. Pomfret came
forward to "see if he could help me to a selec-
tion," he said, and I knew that 1 was fairly com-
mitted to it; so 1 said "I would try what I knew
best;" and by my own temerity,
1 sapg some verse poor Guy had written aiid
composed oi.ee after a visit to the Duubar sid
of our family:

"1 here's a breath ol freedom on the ground,
W here wild me heaiher trows,

Til at ui.tkes ,t dearer to niy heart
Thau i upland's rrutiltm roj-e-;

It eniiups arouud the tliitl,
J he ncru (lower of I he north,

It decks the plains of Kuplaod
Aud the bouneis ol the Forth.

"Those purp'e sprips! no flowers sure,
Bleonuiiff in oilier doll",

Are had so sweoi to ocotiifh heart-- t

At Scotland's beat her- - bolm.
i'oron mouiituiD-brow- , by luwlaud loch.

't hrough every kind ol' weatiiur,
Wo reamed about, unchecked, unchid,

O'er plums ot goie auu heatnur.
"We still can claim a fccottiih name,

And thu Mcolch blood in us toiiS,
As here ou English ground we roam,

, Throupn Scotland's heatiier-belis-.

for ibo bream ot lrocrioru's on the soil,
Wheie wild the heather grows,

1 hey bold tlieir own most (rullautly
Against tbe Eugiisb rose."

They all thanked me graciously, ami said
Mud tilings, all save Ida. She leaned back
still further on the couch she occupied like a
ihione, and suid "such thinps were beyond hpr;
it was impossible for her to make an effort to
oe historical, and undeistand those aliusions to
ihe times of Wallace, she supposed." She said
this to ber cousin Guy, and I d.a feel very grate-u- l

to him for not seemiunto thiuk it witty, aud
or making her no unswer.

I went to bed tbat night very tired and very
i. .uch bewildered, and very much interested iu
them all. It was so funny that they should be
my own people, and still so far from me in all
i iuterest and svuipathy. Kven while I was
u CLSing them of this in my heart, I whs made
10 leel raj self an ingrate by Miss Pomfret
ci minar in to bid me gooct-nie- again.

The kind, sprightly old lady stirred the fire to
11 brighter blaze, and sat herself down in tho
:n opposite to it,

"I have come to tell you a little about the
:'ute of affairs here, my dear," she begun,'
Lriskly. "I must have you know all about us
aiidcuieall about us. Iu the Hot jduce, yon
i. ust know tbat it's a cherished plan of my
fi 'Lei's to tee Guy ami Ida married lo each
i.. her."

"Is It?'' I replied.
"Yes; both my brothers are dead. Ida is the

oi lv child of my secoud brother, Arihur, and
Arthur was his father's favorite; in the same
way liia is Iks favorite graudcbild; she has
uiw ays lived here; he wants ber to be mistress
oi i lie Towers, and as she can't be unless she
waiius Guy, why he wants her to marry tiny,

0i' see."
"And how do they both like the plan ?" 1

d, leeuming to be fnieuselv interested In
rbe ion anre which had commenced (fur me)

i ot l: uie the railway itatiou.
tlis Pomlret laughed and slioo'i Uu hi!.

11
' ld.i likes it well cuomsU. but Goy H imerutji.
ble. Tbe tart u, my dear, I'm mt kvyl
my e ns I m ot tj neoiiew."' 'What a beauty she is 1" l exWalnvd.

es, she is; and sh- - hat never thoo-rli- l o orcared for any one beside he, beauty from the"moment sho knew its power. Guy's a orr-i- t
deal too good lor her; but that is not wmtt f
canie in t say. Have you biougut your Im.wt.wnh you ? ...

"I haven't one." I confessed, with blmhM.
"Can jou ride?" ,

"I used o ride a orood deal with Guv innrot sh sort of way, when we were out for ourautumn trips."
"Ah, weill we'll see about a habit Tor

roust wear au old skirt. Ida Iimplanued a ride lor meaning to faneuy out by herself. Now I mean you to go too,
cWv' y mo ou

and left me.

,, f i, 5 L!t,"l!&,me the pleasure Mio Pom- -

my sotlcly. She opened her erent stairv bineyes when I came down Ttheunii skirt and a b,'f--tiKht. senlskin iaeket.
v.ell-hnb,te- d shoulders whim we h u?Vl
.mount our horses, and she saw tw -- UM
handsome brown gelding bad been prepared fii-me- .

Then she turned away, and Ony Pomfrit
put tier up on ber own beautiful mare, Gui.nevre, and when she was mounted, the (Ida)realized Tennyson's descrip'iou of that pe.nlMqueen very well. I thought .

"She looked so lovely t she sway.'d
1 he rein with dainty finder 'ip;A ninn had ritoii all oilier bliss
Ami ail u worldly hopes lor this'I o wasl his who e heart in oue kmUpon her perfect hps."

1h.' n ?'irJ,r,n onmc' Bn(1 1 horribly al rat th I might fall to rise like a bird to the saddleas Ida hail done, and whs proportionately Bratc-lu- lto Mr. Pomlret and Fate when I tound myself
s cnrely seated without having blundered at all

"Puck is a charming horse. Miss Dunbar, buthe likes to have his own way on tho tun," Mr.
Pomhct suid, as he settled me. Then he added
good-naturedl- almost in a whisper, "Dou't lei
him get his head ride him on the curb.""Ihunks. I'll attend to your direction," I
replied; and then Mr. Pomfret mounted bis owupowerful hunter, and we started.Though it was mid-wint- er Christmas even infact there was no crispness in the air and no
fioft onthe ground. Tbe roads were muddy
and heavy, and the atmospheie mild and humiJ.
W e ri de slowly lor three or four miles along thehighway, and then Ida proposed that we shouldpo on some downs that bordered tne road, and"ha e a sharp ranter in a sharp air."

"Remember," J r, Guy Pomlret muttered, as
we took tbe turf, aud I nodded assent, and drew
my curb-rei- n a trifle tighter.

Puck went along over the billowing downs, ina gi and charginjr canter for about a couple of
hundred yards. Then Ida Pointret's martflashed past us, tbe rider sitting erect and fair,her horse evidently well in hand, though It wa
going at racing speed. As she aounded ahea t.
Puck did something extraordinary with all his
lees at once (Guy told n.e afterwards that he
"bucked"), threw up his head, then lowered itsuddenly with a jerk, and then went off in tha
wake ol the mare at a pace that stretched himout flat nearly, and made my brain whirl.

I do not think that I was terrified, though I
was well aware that I had no more control over
Puck than I had over destiny. 1 was dimly
conscious of Ida branching off to the right,
while 1 was borne straight on towards whatlooked like a wall of blue sky. Another
moment, and I knew that 1 was Hearing
tbe brow of a steep hill. Another and otherhoofs than Pusk's sound in my ears close behind
me then something rose with a crashing noise,
and crushed against me a fcharp pain smote
through my chest a roar sounded in my ears-ho- rses

seemed to be about and around me oaevery side, and it was all darkness.
When it earae light again that ih, when I

opened my eyes I found myselt lying on a
creen mound half way down the slope of a stjep
hill, with my head resting on Guy Pointret's arm,
and Pock standing close by, looking brightly
unconscious of having done anything wrong
"What did I do?" I asked, and (Juy replied.
"Came an awful cropper with Puck in ealloping
down aslope; but you're not hurt tell me
you're not hurt "

I roused myself then, and fonnd th nt mv font
was in pain aud turued ihe wione way my ankle
w as sprained, iu thct. But how about Puck? I wasmuch more anxious about the handsome, brillian-
t-looking little brown horse than about my-
self.

"Puck is all rieht," Mr. Pomfret said.
"Aud w here is she ?''
"Ida?"
"Yes."
"Here she comes," he replied gravely, as M'm

Ida made her appearance round a knoll. "Isent her to find a boy to come nud take Pucktack."
Miss Ida Pomfictcame up and leaned forward

eraceiully ou her pommel, still sitting well back
, iu the saddle, to speak io me. "I hope you're
not hurt: but I never saw such rash lijin' iumy lue, Miss Duubar." 3

"Nor did I; but it was not Miss Duubar's "
Mr. Pomlret replied; and I said: '

"I really thiuk it was you started Puck." I
said it most lunocentlj', and saw with surprise
tnat she colored like tire.

"I suppose you will have nerve enough to
ride home, if this boy leads Puck?" she asked;
and I said:

"Ob, yes;" but Mr. Pom 'ret shook his head.
"Miss Dunbar has sprained ber ankle, Ida."
"Then how is she to get home?" Ida asked,

"if jou won't lot her ride; she can't wa'k."
"You will see how she is to get home," he

answered, picking me up iu his arms, as ne
spoke. Then he mounted his own horse, holding
n e easily the while; and I submitted passively
through sheer amazement.

"Renlly, Guy !" Miss Ida exclaimed, indig-niinil- y,

"do you think I am going to make
oue of such u procession 1"

"That you'll please yourself about," he re-
plied, rooli,: then he told the boy to leit
Puck heme i i.relully, aud started up the hill at
a slow pace.

I was half faint with the pain, and presently
he saw tbat I was, I suppose, for ha said:

"The sooner I get you home the belter for
jour ankle, Miss Dunbar. This old fellow's gal-
lop is like a rockiug-chai- r; tell me if you can
bear it?" ,

He slackened the reins, aud the horse went
oli like au arrow at once.

"Yes. I cun bear this," I murmured, as he
giasped me more firmly, nnd Guy Poinflt
said:

"That's righf; that's plucky;" aud then sang:
"Giant hebsohen auoh? Der mond sohoinenell.
Hurrah! die lodt- - u reiten i'hunll
Grant liebsehon auoh ror lodton?"
"Say more of 'Leonora,' I roused myself to

inter, as he paused; but he merely repeated tha
tlnee lines he hud already sune, aud promised
to lead me the whole ol the marvellous ballad
Unit saaie ufternoon.

I beard Mr. Pomlret tell his aunt wheu we
rt arbvd home that "Ida had started off in the
vay that she knew Puck would never staud,
and that Miss Dunbar managed him cleverly till
he went down wilh her." And I saw Miss
Bachacland her nephew exchanee queer little
sympathetic glances; but I did not know what
they meant.

1 think that 1 was alraot glad Uis1, my ankle
vasspiained. It wus well worth endufijtM aM.
ttie pain I did endure, to bu made so much 1
the two people 1 liked best at the Tower? J
tiny came and looked at me as I was stret'
out ou a couch lu Miss Racbael's boudoir
v ould not have me imprisoned in my bedroom '

sl essid); looked at me through his eyeglass'
ui.d remarked "it was a pity; but still fortunate
that I was not disbeured at all." Hut Mkspomtretand her nephew stayed vtith me, and
( id all they could to amuse me; sh making
It tie well-meani- readjustments ol the pillow
it brief intervals; he reading mc "Leonora"
nnd utterimt phrnses reltti veto the
I orni, that made me halt atraid to mention it.Ida was not aaieeable when she came hoVie
'' lie accident was, iu some nameless wv nm '.
o fi rtherme in the family, if ( may u'i! JCii

mi expression. She had "enjovcJ he'rri' inuieiiselv," she mid, be'ore she m wMim'.!.u nifimiig it, "enjoel nie i.u u , ju


